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N ancient Days (as Authors ſp ea 
Who ſpoil young Miſter” s Eyes with 

= = Greek) 

| In Heav'n a dire Diſſention roſe, _ 

And Wiſdom's Queen and Love's were Foes, 

Small was the Cauſe, tho' fierce their Hate, 
And time but widen'd the Debate; 

Which ſhews that ſometimes in the Skies, 
Great Wars from ſmall Beginnings rife. 


4 
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Dame, 


The Source of Hatred s much the Same ! 


4 4 The Queen of Charms was fond of Dreſs, 
And PaLLas minded nothing leſs ; 

From whence Remarks were often thrown, 
On tother's Manner, and her own: 


'Then, 
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With Earth's gay Toaſt, and Heav'n's bright 


A 1 ue nne 
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Then, to examine ev'ry Feature,; 
well! ſhe's ſuch an unhe wn Creature? 


And 

All her fine Wiſdom can't deſcry, 

When her own Makteau's pinn d awry! 
THrrxs lurk d about An 8 Heart 

A little Spleen; but hid with Art; 

Which ſometimes led her to appear, 

'Tho' not moroſe, yet too {evere, | 

Her Topick was the e Life; 

She talk d of Duties in a Wife 


And often vow'd, twas wond'rous: Piry *. 


Virtue ſhou'd e re forſake the Pretty: 
Well! ſurely Venus has a Face, 
Gives ev ry thing ſhe ſays a Grace; 
The neſt Shape; the prettieſt A 
And the whole — of Ei 
Lord! don't you wonder 


But Beauty's made fot Fools to 
Below the Notice of the Wile, 


Who never yet the Worth: cou'd wy ; 5 . 


Of a fine Face, without a Mind. 

Rx PRO AN is ever apt to {pi In 
So Venus ſoon heard all was ſad: . 
And, tho' ſhe ſcorn ry — Rival's Spight, 
Vow' d that Rev. ou d do her TOY, 
She valu'd not bers — 
About her Conduct or her Sparks; 
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But ſuch a Cenſure, fo ſevere | 
On Beauty That ſhe cou d not bear ; et be. 
e d have pretty Time indeed, 


If ſuch odd Notions ſhou'd fucceed; 
Her Altars were not worth het Care, 
If none but Fools were offer d there. ' 
RrsoLv'd hey Vengeance to fulfil, 
To Work ſhe fummon'd all her Skill; ; 
Then roſe impatient to purſue, , ods 
The Project which ſhe had in View, Y. 
And faithful to the great De 
Her Doves dbey'd the Rein iine. TH 

Turk is, as learned Batds maintain, — 

A narrow Street they call Bacł-· Lane, 

There is a fretful Critick' cries, 

Haſte and jmpftience in his Eyes: | 

There is fon pity's ſake goons 
Will your dull TAL be never done? 

The Time che Place it's all 1 

What then why! then Sit I proceed. 

Tw as here the Queen of Love ſurvey 4 
New to tlie Light, an infant Maid, 
Already bleſs d by Nature's Care 

1 Wich Charm f Bent: and to ſpare, 
Elate with Hope the Goddeſs ſmil * 
Then tender embrac'd the Child, 
And breathitlg: thrice am Air drvine, 
Gave ev ry latent Gracs to thine; © 


| » 4 
r — 

22 - Hence 

HE * 5 


N 


Hence the ſoft Moiſture that ſupplies, 
The melting Langwiſh to her Eyes; 
The Smiles that ever dimpling move, 

And Lips that wear the Hue of Love. 
The faultleſs Harmony of Form; 

The Bloom, that heightens ev ry Charm; - 
Andall the ſoft engaging Arts, 

That Beauty taught to vanquiſſi Hearts. 
And=-Kirrr! Thou unblemiſh'd Fail! ; 
"Tis thine, my Empite to declare, | 
The Force of Beauty to maintain, 

And give to ev'ry Heatt a Chain. 

For thee, the Old ſhall know defire; 
For thee, the tender Beau expire; 

And Wit and Wiſdom ſhall agree | 
To leave their Books, and Sich fe Sr Thee. 
Thou like the Krrrr, ſung bo Prxiok, _ 
Shalr ſet the willing World on Fire; 

And PaLLas own, with Rage and Shame, _ 
Her Pow'r too weak to 28 the Flame. 
Sur ſaid Joy ſpark] Jin her Eyes, : 

And back ſhe haſten'd to the Skies. 
PaiLas, whoguefsd at her intent, 

Obſerv'd the Goddeſs as ſhe went. 

She found her Project out, and {mil d 

To think, how ſoon it might be ſpoil'd, 

"T'was but to mix her with the Loud. 

'The ſhameleſs, vain, unthinking Crowd, | 


Who hang out a fine-worthleſs Face, 
The Sign of ev'ry Publick Place: 


T was but to quench her Thirſt of Fame; | 


All Vxxus' Skill had miſs'd it's Aim; 
And Charms might then have only been, 
The Means of making Folly ſeen. 


Bor PAIIAs choſe a nobler Part: 
Wiſdom diſdains each little Art; 


Knows it's own Strength, and ſcorns to uſe 
That Aid, which Virtue wou'd refuſe. 


She wou d not ſuffer her to Stray 

Where ill examples point the Way, 

But timely planted in her Mind, 

The Ornaments of Woman- kind: 
The winning Air, the modeſt Grace, 
And Virtue blooming through the Face; 
The Temper prudently ſincere, 

Not over- free, nor too ſevere: 


I he Elegance and Eaſe of Wit, 


Witk judgment how to manage it; 
Of 3 the exalted Senſe 
And ſprightly artleſs Innocence. . _ 
And thou, thrice happy Maid, ſhe cries, | 
Superior to the World ſhalt riſe : 
"Tis thine, the virtuous Heart to move, 
And kindle Wiſdom into Love; 

Love ſo well grounded it ſhall ſeem, 
But che Excefß of juſt Eſteem. 


That 


ED, 
That pleaſing Form, that faultleſs Face, 
Shall only hold the ſecond Place: 
And Vxxus ſhall be taught to own, 
That all the Charms, her Hand has ſown, * 
Boaſt not a Luſture ſo refin'd, | 
As the leaſt Beauty of your Mind. SS 
ITIux, that makes Virtue ſhine more bright, 
Brought Kirtr's Merit ſoon to Light: | 
Finiſh'd in ev'ry Grace ſhe one 
Our Sexes Wonder and her Own n: | 
And taught the coldeſt Hearts to warm, 
Won by her. Virtue, or her Form. 
Tur Rival Goddeſſes ſurvey d 
With anxious Joy the riſing Maid; 
And ſometimes new Debates were preſs d, 
About the Talents ſhe poſſeſs d, 

Each boaſting what to each ſhe ow d. 
And praifing, what her- ſelf beſtow d. 
Jovs liſten'd to them both a while, 
Then told them, with an eaſy Smile; 

This ſingle Inſtance ſerves to ſhe w, 

Your Bleflings ſhou d together go. 

The Fair, whole only Merit hes 

In a fine Out: ſide, Men deſpiſe: 2 
And Wiſdom wears an awkward Dreſs, 
That ſuits but ill with Uglineſs : 

"Ts Beauty, that gives Virtue Grace, 
And Virrue brightens the fair Face : 
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If, as in her, they both conſpire, 

All ſee their Luſture, and admire. . 
Then, Daughters! leave your private Ends, 
And Act like Goddeſſes and Friends. 

Your Pow'r, your Union will compleat, 

d Millions round your Altars wait. 

When Love and Wiſdom learn to ſtand, 
Join d, as they ſhou d be, Hand in Hand. 
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